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tweenus. You've always been my dearest. You know that] and
now I'm giving my best for you, more than my best! Shall we
take"—he spoke almost exultingly at that moment—"the
Sortes Platoniemesl Shall we see what they say before they die?
Mark you, my girl. This isn't only your father's sacrifice
speaking, this is your proud virginity speaking—before we
give them both to the fire 1"
Little Lovie, with a face blubbered with tears, stopped
pulling at his coat. Wizzie could see that the child thought
the man was going to read a story from the pretty books in-
stead of throwing them into the flames.
"0 beloved Pan," the old man translated, in a low intense
voice, "and all ye other gods of this place, grant to me that
I"—here he paused and looked straight at Mrs. Dearth who
was trembling violently from head to foot while her fingers
plucked at the fastening of her black blouse—"and my dear
daughter here, may be made beautiful in our souls within!"
Wizzie, who was watching him intently, saw him fumble
perceptibly with the second little book. "If he waits a second
longer," she thought, "he won't do it!"
But Teucer Wye did not wait. Mumbling something that
the girl couldn't catch he rushed to the stove, flung both
volumes into its fiery heart, and clamped the kettle over the
opening.
There was a deep hush in that kitchen then; and for an in-
stant even Lovie held her breath. But she only held it, as chil-
dren do, before a passionate burst of sobbing; and, when this
came at last, she ran, not to Wizzie, but to Mrs. Dearth, and
buried her face in the woman's dress.
"In our souls within!" repeated Teucer Wye in a whisper
that was scarcely audible above the child's desperate sobbing;
and touching lightly with his lips his daughter's head, which
was bent low down over the clinging child, he picked up his hat
—he hadn't taken off his overcoat—made two formal little
bows, one to Wizzie and one to No-man, and hurried out of
the room.
Wizzie remained staring at the door he had closed behind
him till the sound of the street-door opening and shutting re-
leased the tension. Then she and No-man exchanged a long
wordless look* It was not till much later, not indeed till they
were both of them in bed in their upper room, with the fire-

